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The ghoul in the mirror 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: The story is mine, Duff is not. (Damn it) 


Random-ness: usually read Slash fics, but | decided to write a gen this time. | am not a very good writer, so 
be gentle. Im fragile. Feel free to review, | need some self worth. If you hate it, tell me. | can only get better. 
hope. Thanks for reading, it is quite short. The ending can be taken more than one way. Take it anyway you 


want. 


Duff strolled into the bathroom, paper clutched in his grasp. Gazing into the mirror, he checked his paper again 
and began the ritual. Lighting the candles and incense, he turned off the lights. Contemplating the entire 
situation again, he let out a long and suffering sigh. Deciding that he wouldn't chicken out, he started the 
incantation. "Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary, Bloody Mary" he chanted. Over and over he recited. After about 50 
times, he began to think nothing was going to happen. Then suddenly there was a loud thumping coming from 
the mirror. Terrified, he baked slowly away from said mirror. Unexpectedly, a hand reached forward its pallor 
fingers. Duff turned about I5 shades of white and squealed. A head soon emerged followed by a neck and torso 


then the figure completely stepped out of the mirror. Duff, never having been in such a situation, froze. Oh, 


god. | wish Slash were here, he thought. He would know what to do. Wrenching the door open, he dashed into 
the hallway and ran up the stairs. Groan. Duff squeaked in his closet-hiding place. Hearing someone approaching 
the door to where he was hidden, he backed up as far as he could. Yelping, he pushed the door open rapidly, 


knocking the ghoul on her back. Running out of the bedroom, he ran into his computer room. 


Frightened and alone, he had nowhere to run as the approaching apparition neared the door. A sudden stroke of 
brilliance struck Duff. Grabbing the cord out of the computers monitor, he steeled himself near the door. 
When the figure opened the door, Duff wrapped the cord around her neck and started propelling them toward 
the open window. The momentum accidentally took Duff with the woman. Tumbling out of the window, Duff 
screeched. Seeing the ground nearing, he looked over at the ghost woman and saw that she was farther 
toward the bottom then he was. He watched her hit the ground with a dull thud and then - 

Ouchie. 


